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It looked as if they had succeeded in quiet-
ing him.

UI will also try not to believe it," he said.
He rose and walked towards the door. "It would
be too cruel, would it not?" he said. "They
were too handsome and too brave for anyone
to hate them; I will not believe it57

He went home, and in the narrow street out-
side his door he met an old woman, one of his
neighbours.

*'They are reading a Mass in the cathedral for
the souls of the dead," she said to Cecco, and
hurried away. She was afraid of him; he looked
so strange.

Cecco took his boat and made his way through
the small canals down to Riva degli SchiayonL
Tlicre was a wide view from there; he looked
towards Lido and the sea. Yes, it was a hard
wind, but not a storm by any means; there were
hardly any waves. And his sons had perished In
weather like this! It was inconceivable.

He fastened his boat, and went across the
Piazctta and the Market Place into San Marco.
There were many people in the church, and they
were all kneeling and praying in great fear; for
it is much more terrible for the Venetians, you
know, than any other people when there is a
disaster at sea. They do not get their living from
vineyards or fields, but they are all, every one of
them, dependent on the sea. Whenever the sea